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Pat as I told you : yonder Hie comes* Snterthifej, 

ihif t O wall, full often haft ihouheard my moncs, 
Forparting myfaire Pyramtu, and mee. 

My cherry lips hauc cfcen kill thy ftoncs; 

Thy ft ones, with lime and hay ire knit now againc, 

Pyra,. I fee a voice : now will I to the chinke. 

To fpy and I can heare my Thifiyeshce.rbyfift 
thif. My loue thou art, my loue I thinke. 

Vy. Thinke what thou wilr,I am thylouers Graces 
And, like Limandtr, am I trufty ftill, 
t hi/, Andl,like HelenyWl the fates mekill, 

V)ra. Not Shafalus i to procnu^MS fo true. 
ih/f. As Shafalusto vrccrus, I to you. 
p/r, O kiffe mec, through the hole of this vilde wall* 
thif, Ikiffe the walJesholejnotyourlipsatall, 
pyr. VVilt thou, at Afr«»/Wt©mbe,me ete me ftraight way? 
T&y.Tidc life, tyde death, I come withoutdelay, 

Wal, Thus haue I , Wall, my part difeharged fo; 

And, beingdone, thus wall away doth goe. 

-Dw^.Nowis theMoon vfed between the two neighbors, 
Berne. No remedy,my Lord, when wals arc fo wilfull,to 
heare without warning. 

Dutch, Th\s is the lillieft ftuffe,that euerlheard, 

^ Duke. The beft, inthiskinde, are but ihadowes : and 
the worft are no worfc, ifimagination amendthem. 
Dutch, 1 1 mud be your imagination,then;& not theirs. 
Duke . If we imagine no worfe ofthem,th en they of the- 
teluesjthey may paffe for excellent tnen. Here come two 
noble beafts, in a man and a Lyon. 

Eater Lyon, Moone-fhine, 

Lyon, You Ladies,youf whofc gentle hearts do feare 
I hefmalleft monffrous moufc,that creepeson floore) 
May now,pcrchance, both quake and tremble here, 
When Lyon rough, in wildeft rage, doth roarc. 

Then know that I, as Snug theloyner am 
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A Lyon fell, nor elfe no Lyons damme. 

For,if I lhou!d,as Lyon, come in ftrife. 

Into thisplace/twerepitty on rnylife. 

A very gentle beaft, and ofa good confcience. 
P^w.Thcyciy beftat abcaft,myLord^thacerc Ifkw* 
Lyf. This Lyon is a very fox/or his va! our. 

Dak* True : and a goofe for his diferetion, 

De.Not fo my Lord.For his valour cannot carry his dtl« 
cretion ; and the fox catties the goofe, 

DuL His diferetion, I am fure, cannot carry his valour. 
For the goofe carries not the fox. It is well.’leaue it to his 
difcretion,and let vs liften to the Moone. 

Moone. This lanthorne doth the horned moone prefent, 
DemeMc Ihould haue worne the hornes,on his head. 
X>»^.He is nocrefcent,andhis homes are inuihble,withr 
in the circumference. . 

Moone, This lanthorne doth the horned moone preient. 
My felfe,the rnanith Moone,doe feeme to be. 

Duke. This is thegreateft errour of ail the re ft -,the man 
fhould be put into the lanthorne, How is it elfe the man ith 

Moone? , _ r 

Deme, He dares not come there/or the candle . i or, 
you fee, it is already in fnufte, (change, 

Dutch, I am aweary of th is Moone » W ould hee woulde 
Duke, It appcares,by his fmalllight of diferetion , that 
hee is in the wane : but yet in curtefic, in all reafon,wcc 
muft flay the time, 

Z-j'/^K.Proceede, Moor.e« . 

Moon, All that I haue to fay,is to tell you, that the lan- 
shorneisthe Moone,I the rnanith Moone,this thoenebufii 
my thorne bufh, and this dogge my dogge, 

Deme, Why?All thefc fhould be in the lanthorne : for all 
thefe are in the Moone, Butfilence there comes Th/by, 
Enter Thifby, 

This is ould Ninies tumbe. Where is my loue?Lyc»,Oh« 
H 2 Demetrm 
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